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We  have  been  hearing  of  late  a 
few  moanings  and  groanings  from 
certain  quarters  as  to  why  YA-HOO 
is  consistently  late  in  publication.  Now 
seems  to  be  as  good  a time  as  any 
to  take  typewriter  in  lap  and  set  a 
few  things  straight.  If  you  will  be  so 
kind  as  to  note  our  masthead  you  will 
find  a great  many  names,  most  of 
them  (notice  the  qualification)  be- 
longing to  hard  working  people  who 
are  willing  to  give  their  all  for  the 
magazine.  If  it  weren’t  for  Dick  Al- 
man,  Nancy  Wells,  Roger  Millen, 
Jack  Pasanen.  and  the  others  like  them 
we  would  have  long  ago  given  the 
Collegian  back  its  grubby  office  and 
quietly  divided  our  appropriation. 

YA-HOO  is  your  magazine  too, 
and  there  is  nothing  we  would  rather 
see  than  great  gobs  of  your  material 
overflowering  our  desks  and  filing  cab- 
inets. If  you  can  write  or  draw,  there’s 
a place  for  you  on  the  YA-HOO.  Get 
on  the  proverbial.  Our  office  is  direct- 
ly behind  that  of  the  COLLEGIAN, 
and  it  there’s  no  one  around  just  drop 
a note  and  leave  your  material  in  the 
baskets  provided.  We  promise  a 
prompt  answer  or  a suggestion  for 
revision.  How  about  it?  Remember, 
we’re  the  only  vehicle  left  on  campus 
for  unbiased  student  opinion,  and  we 
will  be  what  you  help  to  make  us. 

The  water  has  been  returned  to  the 
campus  pond.  The  mysterious  phan- 
tom who  struck  in  the  night  has  been 
captured  and  made  to  return  every 
green  drop  of  the  mellifluous  fluid 
with  which  he  absconded.  For  a while 
there  we  were  afraid  it  had  been  sent 
to  the  general  fund,  but  it  turns  out 
that  it  was  only  a temporary  loan  to 
Hokkaido  and  now  that  ffieir  bubblers 
have  been  repaired  our  pond  once 


again  revels  in  the  grime  we  all  know 
and  love. 

ROTC  promotions  are  out  and  ap- 
proximately one  half  of  the  YA-HOO 
staff  have  been  made  2nd  Lieutenants. 
It  seems  that’s  the  lowest  they  can 
make  a senior. 

Did  you  ever  notice  that  occasion- 
ally Old  Chapel  clock  strikes  thirteen 
times  at  midnight?  Progress,  Progress, 
Progress. 

QUARTERLY  wishes  to  announce 
(this  is  their  only  vehicle  for  guar- 
anted  readership)  that  henceforth 
they  will  have  no  more  staff  meetings. 
It  seems  they  can’t  even  understand 
each  other. 


PLACE  OF  THE  MONTH 

The  place  of  the  month  for  the 
young  of  the  land,  and  for  many  dot- 
ing parents,  is  the  campus.  And  so, 
for  those  readers  who  are  neither 
numbered  among  the  young  or  the 
doting  we  of  YAHOO  wish  to  pre- 
sent a tour  of  the  center  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Massachusetts,  the  illus- 
trious cradle  of  knowledge  located 
somewhere  in  Massachusetts.  Let  us 
begin  our  tour  at  the  Curry  C.  Hicks 
Physical  Education  Building.  Here, 
skilled  instructors  employ  intensive 
periods  of  organized  play  to  mold 
Massachusetts’  trim  young  men  into 
flabby  hulks.  Emerging  from  one  of 
several  side  doors,  we  are  greeted  by 
the  architectural  triumph  known  as  the 
library,  a truly  breathtaking  blend  of 
red  brick  and  white  pillars  which  boast 
of  88  tremendously  long  tables,  1000 
chairs,  1000  study  lamps,  and  42 
books.  Directly  opposite  this  impos- 
ing structure  we  approach  what  is 
easily  the  most  historical  and  pictur- 
esque building  of  tne  lot  — Old  Chap- 


el, built  in  1885,  which  is  really  not  a 
chapel  at  all  but  a structure  on  which 
to  hang  our  historic  ivy  and  pictur- 
esque fire  escapes.  In  the  top  of  Old 
Chapel  there  lurks  a bell  which  is 
hooked  to  a modern  timing  device 
which  rings  the  bell  at  the  wrong 
times.  Continuing  along  our  route  we 
see  to  our  left  another  collector’s  item 
— historic,  picturesque  old  South  Col- 
lege, built  during  the  same  Thomas 
Jefferson  architectural  craze  that  saw 
the  erection  of  Old  Chapel.  Adjacent 
to  South  College  is  Machmer  Hall,  a 
red  brick  classroom  building  which 
sports  green  blackboards,  an  absence  of 
ventilation,  and  urinals  in  the  Ladies’ 
Rooms.  Directly  across  from  this  is 
another  red  brick  edifice  called  STV- 
DENT  VNION,  which  is  the  heart  of 
campus  activities  and  cost  ever  so  much 
money.  It  houses  WMUA,  a radio  sta- 
tion which  does  much  to  shape  opin- 
ions within  the  five  block  area  it  reach- 
es. In  the  lower  recesses  of  this  build- 
ing can  be  found  bowling  alleys,  pool 
tables,  a snack  bar,  a barber  shop,  a 
store,  and  all  kinds  of  goodies.  Tearing 
ourselves  away,  we  walk  diagonally 
across  the  street  to  Bowker  Auditorium 
facetiously  labeled  Stockbridge  Hall  on 
the  outside,  which  boasts  the  smallest 
non-acoustic  auditorium  in  New  Eng- 
land. Down  the  street  we  spy  a large, 
picturesque  erection  known  as  Goess- 
mann  Laboratory,  looking  like  the 
Physical  Education  Building  in  a sup- 
erficial way,  but  smelling  different. 
From  here  we  proceed  to  the  Univer- 
sity Dining  Commons,  which  feeds  a 
large,  -unwilling  percentage  of  the  cam- 
pus and  boasts  outside  its  doors  the 
thinnest  flies  in  Massachusetts.  Except 
for  the  science  buildings,  dorms,  and 
cow  barns  our  little  tour  is  complete.  / 
One  day  we  overheard  a councillor 
say  "You  couldn’t  possibly  appreciate 
it  unless  you  lived  here.’’  And  this,  we 
feel,  sums  up  life  at  UMass  rather 
well. 


First  Communist;  Nice  day. 

Second  Communist;  Yah,  but  the 
rich  are  having  it  too. 
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A TRUE  STORY 

This  writer  has  been  doing  extensive 
research  for  the  last  ten  minutes  in 
order  to  discover  the  truth  — the  truth 
about  Hansel  and  Gretel.  Now,  here 
for  the  first  time  are  the  real  facts  the 
way  they  happened. 

The  story  begins  on  the  day  when  a 
new  stepmother  came  to  live  in  a little 
forest  cottage  with  Hansel,  Gretel,  and 
their  poor  but  kindly  father.  Father 
was  a woodcutter,  but  was  temporarily 
out  of  work.  The  stepmother  measured 
40-24-36,  but  had  an  ugly  face. 

The  stepmother  was  very  cruel  to 
the  children,  feeding  them  ovaltine 
without  milk.  She  also  swore,  drank, 
and  carried  on  a love  affair  with 
Trodelheiner  whenever  Father  left  the 
house.  For  those  of  you  lesser  educated 
folks  Trodelheiner  was  a rascally  ani- 
mal trapper  who  took  dope. 

One  day  while  searching  for  dis- 
carded fountain  pens,  Gretel  came 
across  some  animals  trapped  by  Trod- 
elheiner. Being  an  active  member  of 
the  Temperance  League,  she  naturally 
released  them.  However,  Trodelheiner 
caught  her  in  the  act,  tied  her  to  a 
tree,  and  whipped  her  with  a Cat-of- 
eighteen  tails.  The  freed  animals,  hid- 


ing in  the  thicket,  swore  to  avenge  her. 

The  Stepmother,  in  the  meantime, 
persuaded  Father  to  get  rid  of  Hansel 
and  Gretel  by  losing  them  in.  the 
forest.  At  first  he  was  hesitant,  but 
the  threat  of  seperate  bedrooms 
changed  his  mind.  The  next  step  was 
the  abandonment  of  the  children.  The 
animals  started  to  guide  them  home, 
but  they  had  a beer  party  to  go  to,  so 
— they  went. 

Night  fell,  and  the  terror  of  the 
forest  closed  in  on  the  kids.  They 
breathlessly  rushed  down  the  spooky 
trails  whose  corpse-like  limbs  reached 
ghostly  fingers  out  to  them.  A thunder- 
and-windstorm  started  to  whip  the 
woodland  forms,  hideous  enough  to 
start  with,  into  even  more  hobgoblin 
shapes.  A final  flash  of  lightning 
turned  an  old,  hollow  oak  directly  in 
their  path  into  a devouring  ogre.  Both 
Hansel  and  Gretel  fainted,  and  the 
wind  and  the  thunder  instantly  sub- 
sided. 

The  kids  fell  asleep  and  were  pro- 
tected by  fourteen  guardian  angels 
named  Sweety,  Softy,  Silky,  Purey, 
Polly,  Whitie,  Blacky,  Lovey,  Shiney, 
Cutie,  Sarah,  Ella,  and  Erroll.  They 
made  for  a real  swinging  group. 


The  next  day  the  hungry  waifs  came 
upon  a house  made  up  entirely  of 
candy,  cocaine,  and  other  goodies.  One 
fatal  nibble  by  Gretel  made  them  pris- 
oners of  the  Wicked  Witch  within.  In 
reality  the  Wicked  Witch  was  a Bridey 
Murphy-type  reincarnation  of  the  sci- 
entist who  invented  the  aerosol  bomb. 
Nevertheless,  the  Wicked  Witch  at- 
tempted to  roto-broil  Hansel  in  a new 
fangled  appliance,  but  Gretel  pushed 
her  onto  the  spit  instead.  The  kids 
stood  there  watching  with  sadistic 
pleasure  as  the  automatic  timer  did  her 
to  a turn. 

The  kids  were  then  led  home 
through  the  forest  by  the  friendly  little 
animals.  On  the  way  they  passed  the 
skeleton  of  Trodelheiner,  whom  the 
animals  had  tricked  into  his  own  bear 
trap  where  he  starved  to  death.  Upon 
reaching  home  they  found  that  Father 
had  sold  their  stepmother  into  slavery, 
found  work  as  a tobacco  picker,  and 
married  one  of  the  fourteen  angels. 
However,  they  did  not  live  happily 
ever  after.  Gretel  died  of  leukemia, 
and  Hansel  and  Father  were  both  fa- 
tally injured  in  an  automobile  accident. 

s.  h.  sanfield 


Then  there  was  the  Scotchman  who 
went  out  behind  the  barn,  fired  his 
shotgun  and  came  in  and  told  his 
brood  that  Santa  Claus  had  committed 
suicide. 


A unit  of  the  American’s  Eighth 
Air  Force  had  flown  over  from  Eng- 
land to  drop  propaganda  leaflets  over 
Berlin.  All  the  planes  came  back  — all, 
that  is,  except  one.  After  he  hadn’t  re- 
turned in  four  days  he  was  written  off 
as  a casualty. 

On  the  fifth  day,  in  he  flew,  and 
landed.  A jeep  from  the  control  tower 
picked  him  up  and  whisked  him  to 
the  commander’s  office.  "Gee,”  he  was 
told,  "we’re  mightly  glad  to  see  you, 
boy!  But,  where  in  the  heck  have  you 
been?  The  rest  of  the  boys  went  over 
five  days  ago  and  dropped  their  leaf- 
lets and  . . .” 

"Dropped  them?  I’ve  been  sticking 
them  under  the  doors.” 
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He  Gave  Her  Jewelry 


CLIFF  WINN  JEWELERS 


A lawyer,  a doctor,  and  architect 
and  an  ardent  American  communist 
fell  to  arguing  over  which  profession 
had  been  etablished  first  in  the  world. 

"A  lawyer,  of  course,”  said  the  first. 
"Man  could  never  have  survived  with- 
out a few  simple  laws  to  govern  him.” 

"Nuts,”  said  the  doctor.  Without  a 
gynecologist,  how  could  Cain  have 
been  born?” 

The  architect  sneered.  "Long  before 
that,  my  friends,  before  Adam  and 
Eve,  some  architect  must  have  been 
on  the  job  to  bring  order  out  of  that 
chaos.” 

"Aha,  ha,”  beamed  the  communist. 
"And  who  created  that  chaos?” 


A Texas  student  was  driving  along 
the  Dallas  highway  one  night.  His  car 
veered  off  the  road,  shot  down  an  em- 
bankment, flipped  over  twice,  and 
cracked  into  a tree,  finally  winding  up 
upside  down. 

The  student  had  just  crawled  from 
the  wreck  when  a state  policeman  ai- 
rived  on  the  scene.  Surveying  the 
scene,  the  policeman  asked  the  youth  if 
he  had  been  drinking. 

Indignantly,  the  student  replied: 
"Certainly  — what  do  you  think  I am, 
a stunt  driver?” 


A Hindu  died  and  woke  one  morn- 
ing to  find  himself  reincarnated  as  a 
glow-worm. 

"Oh,  oh,”  he  sighed.  "This  is  going 
to  be  one  of  *:hose  lives.” 


The  Indian  kept  raising  his  hand 
and  saying  "chance”  each  time  a tourist 
passed  by.  Finally  one  of  them  asked 
him,  "Why  do  you  keep  saying 
'chance’  when  all  the  other  Indians  say 
'how'  ?” 

"Me  already  know  how.  Me  just 
want  chance.” 


Ali  Baba  stood  before  the  great 
stone  door  and  repeated  the  words 
that  had  been  told  him. 

"Open,  Sesame  . . nothing  hap- 
pened, 

"Open,  Sesame  . . he  bellowed 
and  this  time  the  great  stone  door 
swung  up  overhead  and  a gnarled 
little  man  peered  from  underneath. 

"Come  around  tomorrow  night,”  he 
said.  "This  place  has  just  been  raid- 
ed.” 
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A TALE  OF  - 

s.  h.  sanfield 


Once  upon  a time  there  lived  a very 
personable  young  lad  named  Jeremiah 
Bathgate.  Jeremiah  graduated  from 
high  school,  and  after  much  coin  toss- 
ing decided  to  go  to  Mater’s  Marriage 
Bureau  and  learn  how  to  be  a big 
business  tycoon,  and  how  to  invent  a 
new  kind  of  atom. 

Jeremiah  also  wanted  to  learn  other 
things.  He  wanted  to  learn  about  col- 
lege women  who  he  had  heard  were 
a new  and  different  kind  of  woman. 
So,  he  put  on  his  brand  new  leader- 
ship shoes  after  having  painstakingly 
dragged  them  through  a coal  pile  to 
make  them  properly  dirty,  and  set  out 
for  beautiful  Amherst.  Jeremiah  was 
sitting  in  an  English  class  one  day,  and 
in  walked  a college  woman  — or  so 
he  thought.  She  was  tastefully  dressed 
for  class  in  black  crepe  and  sequins, 
gold  plated  heels,  and  plunging  neck- 
line. Jeremiah  decided  that  here  was  a 
true  specimen  of  a college  woman.  She 
was  undoubtedly  gay,  mad,  frivolous, 
fabulous,  sophisticated,  and  an  artist’s 
model  in  the  bargain.  Jeremiah  asked 
her  out,  and  was  surprised  when  she 
accepted  in  view  of  the  fact  that  he 
was  only  a freshman  and  still  very 
green. 

Jeremiah  bought  her  an  orchid  — a 
black  one  — because  he  thought  it 
appropriate.  She  said  that  she  felt  that 
men  should  save  their  money  for  im- 
portant things.  Jeremiah  was  agree- 
ably amazed.  Then  she  took  him  to  a 
cozy  place  called  the  "Orange  Blossom 
Inn”,  where  — she  said  — her  best 
friend  had  been  proposed  to  last  week. 
Jeremiah  began  to  feel  uncomfortable. 
They  were  playing  Mendelssohn’s 
Wedding  March  on  the  organ  every 
ten  minutes,  and  the  girl  was  talking 
animatedly  about  the  charming  atmos- 
phere. She  kept  repeating  that  it  was 
"HOMEY”.  That  was  the  last  thing 
he  remembered,  because  when  he  woke 
up,  he  found  himself  sitting  in  the 
outer  office  of  a Justice  of  the  Peace, 
and  the  girl  was  trying  to  decide  be- 


tween French  provincial  and  Swedish 
modern.  Jeremiah  got  up  and  ran 
home  and  the  next  day  he  changed  his 
English  class. 

Then  he  met  one  that  he  decided 
must  be  the  real  college  woman.  She 
had  a round  face  and  a screw-up  pony 
tail,  and  looked  very  much  like  the 
sweet  little  girl  back  home.  So  Jere- 
miah took  her  out  to  a movie — at  the 
exclusive  Amherst  theatre  — then  to 
the  local  coffee  shop.  She  finished  her 
soda  in  silence,  leaned  across  the  table, 
opened  her  cupid’s  bow  lips,  and  said 
earnestly,  "Wasn’t  that  movie  too  ut- 
terly infantile  for  words?  Tell  me, 
what  are  your  views  on  Existential- 
ism? Do  you  think  that  sex  is  here 
to  stay  — as  a crude  plebian  form  of 
entertainment?  Do  you  think  the  trend 
in  this  country  points  to  a socialistic 
state?  Why?  Have  you  read  Einstein’s 
latest  treatise  relating  the  H Bomb  and 

sunspots?” Jeremiah  took  the 

girl  home. 

Then  he  met  a girl  who  he  was 
sure  was  the  real  college  woman.  She 
was  a perfect  scream.  She  was  always 
followed  around  by  a small  group  of 
people  who  were  laughing.  This  was 
not  because  she  was  funny  looking, 
but  because  every  word  that  fell  from 
her  lips  was  a gem  of  wit.  So  Jeremiah 
took  her  to  a fraternity  party,  and  in 
the  course  of  the  evening  she  lit  five 
firecrackers  under  him,  used  him  as  a 
make  believe  bass  fiddle  to  the  delight 
of  everyone  present,  blacked  his  face 
with  burned  cork  and  addressed  him 
as  "Mr.  Bones”,  slapped  him  on  the 
back  so  hard  that  he  strangled  on  his 
beer,  and  had  to  go  to  the  infirmary 
to  get  his  shoulder  blade  relocated  and 
to  have  his  larynx  untangled  from  his 
pharynx. 

Jeremiah  was  beginning  to  get  dis- 
gusted. Where  was  the  typical  college 
woman?  He  tried  a few  more,  only 
half  heartedly  now.  One  was  so  popu- 
lar that  she  had  to  carry  two  private 
phones  with  her  at  all  times.  When 


she  wasn’t  talking  on  these,  she  talked 
to  Jeremiah  about  how  popular  she 
was.  Another  wasn't  popular  at  all, 
and  not  very  pretty.  She  wore  Shetland 
from  head  to  toe  — Shetland  sweater, 
Shetland  skirt,  and  Shetland  socks.  She 
even  had  Shetland  hair  with  a House 
of  Walsh  label  on  it.  She  made  Jere- 
miah go  home  with  her  before  he  took 
her  out,  and  meet  her  mother,  father, 
big  brother,  little  sister,  grandparents, 
great  aunt,  dog,  and  some  cousins  who 
came  all  the  way  from  Dismal  Corners, 
Idaho  for  the  occasion.  Another  disa- 
greed with  everything  he  said,  and  an- 
other agreed  with  everything  he  said, 
which  was  even  worse.  Still  another 
said  she  could  drink  six  men  under  the 
table,  and  set  out  to  do  it.  By  the  time 
she  reached  the  second  man,  she  was 
so  smashed  that  Jeremiah  had  to  carry 
her  home  over  his  shoulder  like  a laun- 
dry bag.  One  time  Jeremiah  nearly  had 
a nervous  breakdown  because  he  took 
out  a girl  who  just  sat  and  stared  fix- 
edly at  him  all  evening  without  saying 
a word.  He  was  just  a bundle  of  jang- 
ly  nerves  after  that. 

Now,  Jeremiah  wanted  to  be  a true 
college  man,  and  he  heard  that  the 
true  college  man,  while  leading  a 
healthful  and  well  balanced  life,  never 
permitted  studies  to  interfere  with  his 
social  activities.  As  a result,  Jeremiah 
spent  so  much  of  his  time  looking  for 
the  real  college  woman,  that  he  had  no 
time  left  to  study,  so  naturally  he 
flunked  out. 

He  got  a good  job  with  the  Little 
Wonder  Combination  Button  Sewer 
and  Potato  Peeler  Company.  One  day, 
in  a blaze  of  outgoing  potato  peelings, 
he  finally  found  the  perfect  college 
woman.  Her  name  was  Anesthesia  and 
she  had  never  graduated  from  gram- 
mar school;  she  was  a lovely  thing 
with  a head  and  some  feet  and  a lumpy 
collection  of  cells  in  between,  so  Jere- 
miah married  her.  They  raised  one  B.S. 
two  M.S.’s  and  three  P.H.  D.'s  and 
they  lived  happily  ever  after. 
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of  Roma  is  being  edged  by  Athenian  International  College  LV  to 


Brutus  Betts;  a great  crowd  is  gathered  about  them.  Flourish: 


’Tis  the  final  game  of  the  caeson.  The  University 
VII  at  the  half. 

Act  I 

Scene  I:  A Football  Field 

Enter  Coach  Julius  O’Rourke  and  Manager 

A Voice:  Great  Julius. 

J.  O’Rourke:  Ha!  Who  calls? 

B.  Betts:  Bid  every  noise  be  still; 
peace  yet  again! 

J.  O’Rourke:  Who  is  it  that  calls  on 
me?  I hear  a tongue,  shriller  than 
all  the  music  cry  'Julius.’  Speak: 
Great  Julius  is  turned  to  hear. 

A Voice:  Beware  the  third  quarter. 

J.  O’R:  What  man  is  that? 

B.  B.:  An  APO  pledge  bids  you  be- 
ware the  third  quarter. 

J.  O’R.:  Set  him  before  me,  let  me 
see  his  face. 

B.  B.:  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng 
and  look  upon  Great  O’Rourke. 

J.  O’R.:  Now  what  say  you? 

A Voice:  Beware  the  third  quarter. 

J.  O’R.:  He  is  a dreamer,  let  us  leave 
him. 

B.  B.:  I shall  slay  him,  my  liege. 

J.  O’R.:  No,  rip  off  but  his  armband 
and  cast  him  into  the  crowd.  Now 
come  you  on  my  left,  Brutus,  and 
tell  me  truly  w'hat  thou  thinkest  of 
APO. 

Exeunt 

Scene  II:  Another  Part  of  the  Field 
Enter  three  cheerleaders. 

1st  Cheerleader:  Betts  would  have 
him  Assistant  Dean  of  Men.  See 
how  he  doth  fawn  upon  him. 

2nd  Cheerleader:  Ay,  the  crowd 
liked  that  not. 

1st  C:  Perhaps  ’twere  better  O’Rourke 
were  driven  from  the  field  and 
Betts  were  Coach  in  his  place. 

3rd  C:  ’Tis  Treason  to  speak  of  it! 
What  wrongs  has  this  O’Rourke 
committed? 

1st  C:  Wrongs?  Why  man,  he  doth 
bestride  the  field  like  a mighty 
goalpost  while  we  poor  students 
peep  about  beneath  his  legs  to 
find  ourselves  dishonorable  seats. 

2nd  C:  The  crowd  likes  not  these 


constant  defeats.  Did  you  mark  how 
they  cheered  not  as  Great  Julius 
walked  by? 

3rd  C:  Let  us  go  now  to  the  locker 
room  and  wait  upon  Great  Julius’ 
speech  to  the  team. 

1st  C:  Not  I,  go  you  two  with  the 

players  while  I stand  upon  the  ar- 
rival of  Betts. 

2nd  C:  But  he  has  even  now  gone 
before  us. 

1st  C:  Not  so,  for  early  this  morning 
I heaved  various  notes  through  his 
windows,  each  in  a different  hand 
as  though  written  by  sundry  stu- 
dents, beseeching  him  to  meet  me 
here  this  time  o’clock.  Ah,  even 
now  he  comes,  go  you  two  quickly. 

Exit  two  cheerleaders;  enter  Brutus  Betts. 

1st  C:  What  ho,  Brutus. 

B.  B.:  Octavious  Myers,  ’tis  you? 

1st  C:  Rightly  so,  my  friend,  what 
better  man  could  it  be  to  know  the 
true  state  of  thy  affairs. 

B.  B.:  I see  not’  your  meaning. 

1st  C:  You  see  it  but  too  clearly, 
though  your  eyes  deign  not  to  re- 
veal the  import  of  that  which  they 
sense. 

B B. : What  mean  you  Octavious? 

1st  C:  I noticed  lately  in  your  deal- 
ings with  Great  O’Rourke  that 
want  of  affection  and  gentleness 
which  you  usually  would  show.  I 
fear  that  you  bear  him  less  than  you 
would  have  known. 

B.  B.:  You  fear  it? 

1st  C:  Ay,  I fear  it,  for  if  Betts  were 
to  know  the  true  feelings  of  those 
whom  I represent,  if  Betts  would 
press  himself  to  become  Coach  . . . 
ah,  there  were  a football  team  to 
stir  men’s  blood. 

B.  B.:  You  speak  of  Treason! 

1st  C:  I speak  of  Logic!  Julius  is  old, 
his  days  of  glory  have  faded  be- 
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hind  him.  Go  you  now  to  the 
lockerroom  and  see  yourself  as  we 
see  you:  standing,  addressing  the 
players,  in  his  place. 

B.  B.:  I will  hear  no  more. 

1st  C:  My  words  are  not  without 
their  effect.  I shall  await  you  before 
the  stands. 

Exit  Betts 

1st  C:  Treachery,  thou  art  afoot! 

ACT  II 

Scene  I:  A Locker  room 

Personnel : Julius  O’Rourke]  Brutus  Betts;  The  Players; 

J.  O’R.:  Jocks,  Players,  Athletes,  lend 
me  your  ears.  You’ve  come  to  bury 
football,  not  to  play 'it!  The  touch- 
backs  that  you  make  live  after  you, 
while  the  laterals  are  often  inter- 
cepted on  your  goals.  The  passes 
you  would  make  miss  their  mark  by 
fourscore  yards!  Oh  Judgement, 
thou  are  flown  to  brutish  beasts  and 
men  have  lost  their  reason!  I 
pause  now,  for  my  heart  bleeds 
there,  upon  the  scoreboard. 

1st  Player:  Methinks  there  is  much 
reason  in  what  he  says. 

2nd  Player:  To  consider  rightly,  we 
have  done  great  wrong. 


3rd  Player:  Whyfor,  Cornelius,  did 
you  refuse  to  bend  before  Cassius 
to  center  him  the  ball  and  thus 
incur  for  us  a penalty? 

1st  P:  Cassius  has  a lean  and  hungry 
look,  I trust  him  not! 

2nd  P:  Peace!  Great  Julius  would 
speak! 

J.  O’R.:  In  sooth,  I know  not  why 
you  are  so  bad;  it  worries  me,  you 
say  it  worries  you.  But  how  I got 
you,  came  by  you,  what  stuff  you’re 
made  of,  whereof  you  were  borne, 
I have  yet  to  learn.  And  such  a 
wantwit  losing  makes  of  me  that  I 
have  much  ado  to  know  myself. 
Where  is  thy  Captain? 

Captain:  My  lord,  here. 

J.  O’R.:  Thy  signals  in  the  huddle 
were  loud  and  discernible.  Say  the 
signals,  I pray  you,  as  I pronounced 
them  to  you,  trippingly  on  the 
tongue;  but  if  you  mouth  them,  as 
you  are  wont  to  do,  I’d  as  rather 
. the  town  crier  called  the  plays ! 

Captain:  Yes,  my  liege. 

J.  O’R.:  Oh,  it  offends  me  to  the  soul 
to  have  my  secrecy  rent  to  tatters! 
Where  lurks  the  Quarterback? 

Quarterback:  Here,  Great  Julius. 
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J.  O’R.:  When  the  ball  to  you  has 
been  heaved  do  not  stand  and  hold 
it,  thus,  or  saw  the  air  with  your 
hands,  thus,  but  pass  it  quickly  re- 
membering if  it  were  done  when 
’tis  done,  then  ’twere  well  it  were 
done  quickly. 

Quarterback:  I shall  in  that  manner, 
my  lord. 

J.  O’R.:  Where  stands  the  Halfback? 

Halfback:  My  liege? 

J.  O’R.:  When  the  ball  to  you  has 
been  lateraled,  rely  not  upon  your 
own  wit  but  upon  your  defense 
for  even  though  upon  the  banked 
and  muddy  field  you  could  jump 
the  guard  to  come,  in  one  case  you 
must  face  the  tackle,  here. 

Halfback:  So  shall  it  be,  Great 
Julius. 

J.  O’R.:  In  opposing  plays,  get  you 
Tackles  through  the  line,  shoving, 
in  your  rage,  those  who  would 
delay  you  in  your  quest  for  the 
Quarterback.  Get  you  to  him  so 
that  when  the  ball  droppeth  as  the 
gentle  rain  from  heaven,  he  shall 
be  twice  hit. 

Tackles:  We  hear  thy  word.  ACT  111 

J.  O’R.:  But  where  stands  the  Half-  Scene-  A 
back? 

Halfback:  I await  your  command,  my 
liege. 

J.  O’R.:  Thy  hours  of  play  have  run 
their  course.  Get  thee  hence  to  a 
showery. 

All:  What  ho?  Verily!  Forsooth? 

Odd  bodkins! 

Brutus:  What  mean  these  words? 

J.  O’R.:  Let  me  have  men  around  me 
that  are  numb.  Phys.  Ed.  Majors 
as  what  sleep  anight.  Yon  Half- 
back is  an  Engineer,  he  thinks  too 
much.  Such  men  are  dangerous. 

B.  B. : My  Lord,  the  team  will  like 
this  not.  I beseech  . . . 

J.  O’R.:  It  shall  be  as  I have  said.  He 
shall  from  the  game  be  put  and  let 
him  rest  there,  upon  his  . . .laurels, 
for  the  remainder  of  the  season. 

Come  now,  let  the  play  begin. 

(Flourish — exeunt  all  but  Brutus; 

1st  Cheerleader  enters  unnoticed) 

B.  B.:  Is  this  a dagger  which  I see 
before  me,  the  handle  towards  my 


hand?  No,  ’tis  the  jagged  edge  of 
the  water  bucket. 

1st  C. : So  the  better  for  bringing  it 
unnoticed  to  the  field. 

B.  B.:  Octavious,  ’tis  you.  Oh,  how 
I now  fear  you  were  right  in  your 
counsels.  Great  Julius  acts  as 
though  even  now  he  considers  him- 
self among  the  immortals  who 
direct  the  student  unions  of  our 
sphere.  He  has  just  now  driven 
from  the  field  our  great  and 
glorious  halfback. 

1st  C. : Thine  eyes  are  opened:  take 
thee  the  jagged  water  bucket. 

B.  B.:  But  ’til  now  this  Julius  has 
been  so  clear  in  his  great  office  that 
his  virtues  will  plead  like  angels 
trumpet-tongued  against  the  great 
damnation  of  his  taking  off. 

1st  C. : He  must  be  loved  for  his 
virtue;  glorified  for  his  triumphs 
but  for  his  ambition  . . . the  water 
bucket. 

Exeunt  Betts 

1st  C. : Treachery,  now  thou  are 
really  afoot. 

Football  field;  Great  Julius  and  Brutus  stand  before  team. 

J.  O’R.:  Casca,  get  thee  to  thy  place 
as  Quarterback  while  I’ll  here 
upon  the  bench  signal  thee  by 
word  or  inconspicuous  gesture  the 
plan  which  I have  upon  thee  set. 

Casca:  My  Liege,  I plead  for  the 
Halfback:  he  is  good  and  pure  and 
of  noble  heart.  Call  him  back  from 
the  showery  and  set  him  again  as 
thy  general  in  the  field. 

J.  O’R.:  What  ho!  I spurn  thee  like 
• a cur  out  of  my  way!  Great  Julius 
does  no  wrong,  nor  by  you  will  be 
be  swayed ! Get  thee  also  to  a 
showery ! 

B.  B.:  Heed  Casca,  My  Liege. 

J.  O’R.:  Brutus?  If  I could  be  moved, 

I could  well  be  moved  by  you;  but 
as  I was  constant  he  should  be 
banished  so  am  I constant  that 
banished  he  shall  remain. 

B.  B.:  Speak  hands  for  me. 

(He  stabs  Julius  with  water  bucket 
while  others  beat  him  with  their 
helmets. 
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J.  OR.:  Et  tu  Betts?  Then  fall 
Julius. 

(He  falls  on  Betts) 

Casca:  Tyranny  is  dead,  run  hence 
and  proclaim  it  about  the  field! 

1st  Player:  Look!  The  crowds  would 
come  this  way. 

2nd  Player:  Revive  Brutus  that  he 
may  speak! 

(They  revive  Brutus  as  spectators 
gather) 

1st  Spectator:  Great  Julius  is  dead! 

2nd  Spectator:  AAAiiieee! 

B.  B.:  Friends,  Classmates,  hear  me 
for  my  cause! 

1st  S.:  Peace!  Brutus  speaks! 

B.  B.:  Hear  me  for  my  cause,  and  be 
quiet  that  you  may  hear;  If  there 
be  any  in  this  assembly,  any  dear 
friend  of  Julius,  to  him  I say  that 
his  admiration  for  Julius  was  no 
more  than  mine  won.  And  if  he 
should  ask  why  then  have  I slain 
Julius  I should  answer  him  by  say- 
ing it  was  not  that  I loved  Julius 
less,  but  that  I loved  football  more. 
Would  you  rather  Julius  lived,  and 
lose  every  game,  or  that  Julius  fell, 
so  we  can  win  once  in  a while? 
Who  here  is  so  base  as  to  wish  us 
defeat?  I pause  for  reply. 

All:  None  Brutus,  none. 

B.  B.:  Then  none  have  I offended! 
And  know  you  that  as  I slew  my 
coach  so  have  I also  the  same  water 
bucket  for  myself  if  you  should  de- 
mand it. 

All:  Live  Brutus,  live! 


1st  Spectator:  Carry  him  home  in 
triumph ! 


2nd  Spectator:  Let  us 

go 

burn 

O’Rouke’s  house ! 

3rd  Spectator:  Let  us 

go 

burn 

Mather’s  house! 

1st  Spectator:  Let  us  go  burn  Mather! 

All:  Hurrah! 

(Flourish — exeunt  all  cheering;  1st  Cheerleader 
stands  alone  by  Julius’  body ) 

1st  Cheerleader:  Oh  Treachery,  art 
thou  ever  afoot. 

Tint 

Ed  McManus  ’59 


Nothing  But 
The  Best 


( c & c 

coge 
Store 


Message  from  Alaska:  If  there  had 
been  a back  door  at  the  Alamo,  there 
wouldn’t  be  a Texas  today. 
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Here  we  find  the  "Liberalartius 
Rosharch”  or  "Madison  Avenue 
Type".  They  have  a very  short  life 
expectancy  in  this  stage  and  within  a 
few  years  will  retire  to  their  "Thesis” 
and  emerge  as  full-fledged  "Ghouls”. 
They  may  be  found  in  both  Psycho- 
logy and  Sociology  Departments  where 
they  are  carefully  watched  for  tne  tell- 
tale symptoms  of  "Normalcy”,  a di- 
sease fatal  to  their  kind. 


tr 


This  rare  specimen  is  known  to  his 
contemporaries  as  a "Draperius  Blow- 
lunch”.  They  are  easily  discernible 
by  their  postwar  double-breasted  suits 
(in  various  states  of  preservation) 
and  natty  four-in-hand  cravats.  They 
frequent  Marketing,  Finance,  and  Ac- 
counting classes,  despise  Saturday 
classes,  and  spend  unbelievable 
amounts  of  time  figuring  ways  to  ait 
corners,  cheat  on  their  income  tax, 
and  swipe  departmental  office  sup- 
plies. They  are  sometimes  "Ego 
Birds”,  and  if  you  want  to  catch  one, 
just  butter  him  up  good. 
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This  down  to  earth  creature  is  a 
"Machmerius  Madman”.  He  may  be 
found  at  almost  any  hoilr  of  the  day 
or  night  perched  on  the  back  of  a 
chair  in  the  Philosophy  Department. 
You  must  never  speak  to  a "Mach- 
merius  Madman”  as  they  are  not 
friendly  creatures  and  will  either  beat 
you  over  the  head  with  a book  on 
Descartes,  or  worse  yet,  make  you  sit 
and  listen  to  them  lecture.  They  may 
be  identified  one  from  the  other  by 
the  various  shades  of  their  clouds. 


Finally  we  come  to  the  "Machmer- 
us  Individuals”,  not  to  be  confused 
with  the  aforementioned  "Machmerius 
Madman”.  The  "Individualius”  is  a 
rather  friendly  creature  who  thrives 
on  uninspiring  topics  such  as  math, 
physics,  and  meta-physics.  He  is  easily 
recognized  by  his  total  disregard  of 
conformity  and  there  are  even  to  be 
found  a number  of  variations  within 
the  species  itself.  They  are  quite  harm- 
less unless  provoked  and  are  content 
to  drone  forever  on  in  their  inimita- 
ble fashion.  This  type  is  raised  only 
in  Greenwich  Village  and  is  import- 
ed by  the  University  at  great  cost 
simply  for  their  refreshing  attitudes. 

Rog  Millen 
Ed  McManus 
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(the  following  photo-essay  was  first  prize  winner  in  the  annual  Ya-Hoo  competition.  Winner  John  Kominski 
was  recently  expelled  from  the  University.) 


The  President  is  here  shown  in  the 
Colonial  Lounge  proctoring  the  an- 
nual Board  of  Trustee’s  meeting.  Two 
of  the  directors  shown  here  disagreed 
with  the  President  on  one  of  his  poli- 
cies and  threatened  an  official  investiga- 
tion. Unfortunately,  they  both  met 
with  tragic  accidents  on  their  way 
home. 


Here  we  find  President  Mather 
eagerly  discussing  plans  for  the  new 
ROTC  Building  with  Colonels 
Weaver  and  Marchand.  Part  of  the 
President's  proposed  expansion  pro- 
gram entails  a greater  stress  on  under- 
graduate military  preparedness. 


Here  we  see  President  Mather’s 
faithful  Precisionettes  performing  one 
of  their  intricate  maneuvers  known 
as  "The  Bolshevik  Stomp.”  Members 
are  automatically  entitled  to  positions 
in  the  Scrolls  and  Mortar  Board. 


President  Mather  is  here  shown  at  a 
faculty  "get  acquainted”  session  with 
Deans  Curtis  and  Hopkins.  Dean 
Curtis  is  showing  them  her  treasured 
gum  wad  collection. 


Here  President  Mather  is  shown  ad- 
dressing the  student  body  at  last 
year’s  Carnival  Ball.  "Henceforth,” 
the  President  stated,  "the  only  of- 
ficial formal  will  be  the  annual  Mili- 
tary Ball.”  His  followers  responded 
with  a hearty  "Si eg  Heil!” 


President  Mather  halts  the  annual 
B.U.  motorcade  while  he  runs  franti- 
cally into  the  woods  accompanied  by 
Mr.  William  Burkhart,  Assistant 
Dean  of  Men. 


The  Student  Union  is  vigorously  in- 
spected by  President  Mather,  Mr. 
William  Scott  (owner  of  the  build- 
ing) and  Billy  Burkhart,  Assistant 
Dean  of  Men.  "What  is  it  that  you’re 
supposed  to  do?”  President  Mather  is 
asking  him. 
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President  Mather  addresses  the  grad- 
uating class  of  1958  on  the  steps  of 
Goodell.  "Remember  as  you  journey 
through  life,”  the  President  ad- 
monished, "you  can  pick  your  friends, 
and  you  can  pick  your  nose,  but  you 
can't  pick  your  friend’s  nose.”  Shown 
in  the  background  are  (1.  to  r.) 
Chancellor  Hopkins,  Field  Marshall 
Starkweather,  and  Mr.  William  Burk- 
hart, Assistant  Dean  of  Men. 


The  Alumni  cluster  around  President 
Mather  as  he  saunters  across  campus 
during  Homecoming  Weekend.  They 
are  (1.  to  r.)  Tom  Toole,  Gordon 
Goodguy,  Sir  Stafford  Crapps,  and 
Mr.  William  Burkhart,  Assistant 
Dean  of  Men. 


After  a busy  day  the  President  relaxes 
with  his  personalized  copy  of  "Cam- 
pus Regulations”  in  his  new  home  on 
Mount  Tom.  The  house  was  designed 
and  financed  by  Mr.  William  Burk- 
hart, Assistant  Dean  of  Men  whom 
the  President  has  recently  ordered 
executed.  "What  was  his  job  supposed 
to  be?”  the  President  asked  the 
Ya-Hoo  photographer. 
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THE  ALIEN 


The  planet  Krapton  is  a rather  small 
barrel-shaped  world,  located  in  the 
fifth  galaxy  from  ours,  in  the  fourth 
oblong,  third  level.  It  is  peculiar  in 
that  everything  in  its  makeup  is  of  a 
characteristic  cylindroid  form;  the 
buildings,  trees,  flowers,  even  the 
molecules  are  barrel-like.  It  is  not  sur- 
prising, then,  that  the  inhabitants  are 
physically  shaped  like  beer  kegs.  Some, 
in  fact,  when  they  place  one  of  their 
arms  on  their  hip  resemble  oversized 
beer  mugs. 

A Kraptonite  is  a humanoid  being, 
about  five  and  a half  feet  tall  and  forty 
to  forty- five  inches  in  diameter.  When 
standing  straight  they  are  symmetrical 
with  respect  to  their  belt  line.  This  is 
made  possible  by  the  fact  that  their 
heads  rest  directly  on  what  passes  for 
their  shoulders,  without  the  interfer- 
ence of  a neck.  They  are  further  char- 
acterized by  a hairy  growth,  bearing  a 
resemblance  to  a bow  tie,  located  be- 
tween their  nose  and  upper  lip. 

About  thirty  years  ago  Krapton  w’as 
in  a state  of  turmoil.  Their  chief 
scientist,  Morgan  Ravine,  made  a dis- 
tressing discovery  — within  the  period 
of  three  gerstflabs  (six  Earth  months) 
the  barrel-shaped  planet  Krapton, 
called  affectionately  by  the  Krapton- 
ites  "Old  Mother  Krap”,  would  burst 
its  staves  from  an  internal  explosion 
and  be  disintegrated.  Morgan  termed 
this  process  "grepsing.’’ 

The  Council  of  Elders  refused  to 
believe  Morgan’s  hypothesis.  Morgan, 
not  wanting  the  race  completely  anni- 
hilated and  lost  to  posterity,  thought 
of  a desperate  scheme.  He  would 
build  a rocket  capable  of  carrying  his 
youngest  son,  Arbuckle,  to  the  closest 
inhabited  planet,  Earth.  It  would  be 
Arbuckle’s  sole  objective  in  life  to 
find  a fertile  Earth  wench,  marry  her, 
and  propagate  the  race. 

Morgan  worked  like  a demon  to 
finish  his  project  before  the  impend- 
ing disaster  could  transpire.  In  exactly 
six  months  Morgan  screwed  the  last 
screw  in  his  rocket;  painted  on  its 


side  ROCKET,  ARBUCKLE  CAR- 
RYING, M-l,  A-l,  NOT  FOR 
HUMAN  CONSUMPTION;  placed 
one  year  old  Arbuckle  inside,  reciting 
to  himself,  "Load,  lock,  4-3-2-1-0 
FIRE;”  and  sent  the  missile  hurtling 
towards  Earth. 

Unfortunately  Morgan  v/as  some- 
thing of  a quack,  and  the  planet  never 
did  explode.  He  was  sentenced  to 
serve  a term  of  six  kilogerstflabs  at 
hard  labor,  and  his  title  of  GIQ  was 
taken  away. 

Meanwhile  our  hero  Arbuckle  Ra- 
vine was  zooming  through  space 
towards  Earth.  After  being  in  space 
for  several  days,  he  entered  Earth’s 
grimy  atmosphere  and  landed  in  a 
small  college  towm  in  the  Pioneer  val- 
ley. 

He  was  found  by  a quiet,  unassum- 
ing, but  blow  lunch,  college  president 
named  Nathan  Detroit.  Detroit  put 
Arbuckle  carefully  in  the  trunk  of  his 
car  and  sped  happily  home,  narrowly 
missing  several  pedestrians. 

Detroit,  being  really  very  unassum- 
ing, never  thought  it  strange  that  a 
one  year  old  barrel-shaped  boy  should 
have  a mustache,  and  raised  Arbuckle 
as  his  own  son. 


When  he  grew  a little  older  and 
went  out  to  play  with  other  children 
his  own  age,  he  always  felt  alone  and 
out  of  place.  All  the  other  little  chil- 
dren were  happy,  they  were  earthlings 
and  Americans;  poor  Arbuckle  was 
unhappy,  he  was  Krapton. 

When  he  reached  his  teens  he  re- 
membered the  instructions  his  father, 
Morgan,  had  instilled  in  his  mind  — 
find  a fertile  wench,  marry  her,  and 
propagate  the  race.  He  still  didn’t 
know  what  the  last  part  meant,  but 
being  a bashful  lad,  he  never  in- 
quired, and  forgot  about  the  whole 
thing. 

Having  no  friends,  he  often  used 
to  sit  by  the  side  of  the  road  — sort 
of  being  a friend  to  man — contem- 
plating his  barrel-shaped  navel.  After 
asuming  this  attitude  he  would  usually 
dream  of  lions,  or  else  think  of  the 
big  fish  he  once  caught,  too  big  to 
bring  into  the  boat,  so  the  sharks  ate 
it  before  he  could  reach  shore.  These 
were  the  happy  moments  of  his  life. 

He  continued  in  this  manner  until 
he  was  twenty,  and  then  one  day  it 
happened.  He  fell  end  over  end  in 
love.  The  girl,  however,  being  a pas- 
sionate little  creature,  found  it  impos- 
sible to  neck  with  him  and  dropped 
him  like  a wet  pony  keg. 

He  shed  huge  barrel-shaped  tears, 
and  was  deeply  affected.  He  must 
somehow  overcome  his  deficiency.  He 
did  a great  deal  of  social  research  at 
the  university  where  his  foster  father, 
Nathan  Detroit,  was  president,  and 
eventually  he  was  made  a professor. 
In  his  spare  time  he  can  be  seen  wan- 
dering around  the  university  campus, 
and  also,  at  times,  the  campus  of  a 
nearby  women’s  college  in  search  of  a 
neck. 

If  you  ever  see  this  barrel-shaped 
alien  traipsing  about,  be  kind  to  him, 
you  might  take  Sociology  yourself, 
someday. 

E.  Reeve  Stoler,  ’60 
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Occasionally  army  language  becomes  confusing.  There 
fore,  the  following  is  quoted  from  an  unnamed  dictionary 
for  the  guidance  of  all  concerned: 

PHRASE  DEFINITION 

Note  and  return— Don’t  know  what 
to  do  with  this  so  will  let  you  have 
it  for  a while. 

For  your  information  and  file — File 
this  junk;  we  don’t  know  what  to 
do  'with  it. 

Review  and  recommend — Do  the  dirty 
work  so  I can  write  "forwarded.” 

For  your  information — Let's  forget  it. 

(I  want  to  get  rid  of  the  damned 
thing). 

For  necessary  action — It’s  your  head- 
ache now. 

Take  immediate  action — Do  something 

in  a hurry. 

Forwarded — Pigeon-holed  in  a more- 
ornate  office. 

W e should  confer — Send  your  ser- 
geant over  to  see  mine. 

You  will  remember — I have  forgotten; 
so  have  you. 

KEITO’S  RESTAURANT 


Throws  Away 


The  Best  Stuff  In  Town 
Italia n -A meri ca n Foods 


Give  your  immediate  attention — For 
Pete’s  sake,  find  the  paper. 

Forwarded  as  a matter  pertaining  to 
your  command — I don’t  know  what 
the  hell  this  is,  and  I don’t  think 
you  do  either. 

It  is  desired - — The  old  man  wants  . . . 

Your  comments  and  suggestions  are 
desired— We  have  to  put  something 
out  in  this  but  need  information 
to  write  a draft. 

Concur — Don’t  know  enough  about 
about  this  to  write  any  thing  on  it. 

Action  is  being  taken — Your  letter  is 
at  the  bottom  of  my  file. 

For  guidance  of  all  concerned — Your 
guess  is  as  good  as  mine. 

Army  tradition  demands — I have  just 
been  talking  to  an  old  chief. 

You  will  show  him  every  courtesy — 
His  uncle  is  a general. 

The  inspection  party  has  departed — 
How  about  a bingo  tonight? 

You  are  to  be  commend ed—Thc re’s 
a particularly  dirty  job  coming  in 
the  next  routing. 

Your  department  is  negligent — I have 
just  been  given  Hell. 

Very  interesting — I haven’t  the 
slightest  idea  but  keep  talking,  may- 
be I'll  catch  on. 
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Friendly 

Service 

and 

Fine  Foods 


A bishop  was  sitting  at  a box  in  an 
opera  house  where  collegiate  com- 
mencement exercises  were  being  held. 
The  dresses  of  the  ladies  were  very 
decollette.  After  looking  around  with 
an  opera  glass,  one  of  the  ladies  ex- 
claimed: "Honestly  bishop,  did  you 
ever  see  anything  like  it  in  your  life?’’ 
"Never,”  gravely  replied  the  bishop, 
"Never,  madam,  not  since  I was 
weaned.” 


The  regular  cardplayers  at  the  club 
had  had  it.  Now  they  were  going  to 


do  something  about  the  kibitzer  who’d 
been  bothering  them.  When  the  trou- 
blesome talker  stepped  into  the  next 
room,  one  of  the  players  suggested, 
"Next  hand  let’s  make  up  a game.  He 
won’t  know  what  we’re  playing  and 
maybe  he’ll  shut  up.” 

When  the  kibitzer  returned,  the 
dealer  tore  the  top  two  cards  in  half 
and  gave  them  to  the  man  on  his 
right;  he  tore  the  corners  off  the  next 
three  cards  and  placed  them  before 
the  next  player,  face  up;  he  tore  the 
next  five  cards  in  quarters,  gave  15 
pieces  to  the  third  man,  four  to  him- 


self and  put  the  last  piece  in  the  cen- 
ter of  the  table. 

. Looking  intently  at  four  small 
pieces  of  card  in  his  hand,  the  dealer 
said,  ”1  have  a mingle,  and  bet  a 
dollar.” 

The  second  man  said,  "I  have  a 
snazzle,  so  I’ll  raise  you  a dollar.” 

The  third  man  folded,  the  fourth 
said,  "I’ve  a farfle,  so  I’ll  raise  you 
two  dollars.” 

The  kibitzer  shook  his  head  slowly 
from  side  to  side.  "You’re  crazy,”  he 
said,  "you’re  never  going  to  beat  a 
mingle  with  a lousy  farfle.” 
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This  Is  Your  Life 


Announcer:  Good  evening  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  tonight,  on  'This  Is 
Your  Life’,  our  guest  is  none  other 
than  . . . shhh,  he's  just  entered 
backstage ! 

Voice:  Where  are  they?  I got  a tip! 
This  theatre  is  filled  with  lousy 
parking  violators! 

Ann:  Ladies  and  gentlemen  . . . Red 
Blastoid! 

Red:  (rushing  on  stage  with  gun  and 
club)  You  must  be  one  of  them! 
(swings  with  club,  announcer 
ducks) 

Ann:  No  Red,  haha,  I’m  not  a park- 
ing violator. 

Red:  Shielding  them  eh?  That’s 
worse!  (swings  with  club  again) 

Ann:  No  Red,  that  was  a ruse  to  get 
you  here! 

Red:  Watch  your  language,  you  pig! 

Ann:  But  there’s  no  parking  violators 
here! 

Red:  Liar!  (winds  up  with  club 
again)  There  has  to  be  parking 
violators  in  here!  I got  a tip  on  my 
Dick  Tracy  wrist  radio  . . . (pause) 
would  you  like  to  see  my  Dick 
Tracy  wrist  radio? 

Ann:  No,  Red,  just  calm  down,  you 
are  on  'This  Is  Your  Life’! 

Red:  You  lie! 

Ann:  No,  really! 

Red:  Really? 

Ann:  Really! 

Red:  Whillikers! 

Ann:  And  so,  Red,  just  sit  in  this 
chair  while  your  life  passes  before 
you. 

Red:  (holstering  gun  and  club;  wipes 
eyes)  Criminies. 

Ann:  Red,  your  early  life  is  not  too 
clear.  We  couldn’t  seem  to  find  out 
much  about  where  or  when  you 
were  born,  but  listen  to  this  voice 
from  your  early  school  years. 

Voice:  Hi  Red. 

Red:  (rising)  Creeping  Crumpets! 
That’s  Mr.  Frump,  my  old  high 
school  teacher! 

Ann:  Right  Red,  come  in  Mr.  Crump. 


Red:  Gollies,  Mr.  Frump,  it’s  good 
to  see  you! 

Frump:  Yes  Red,  you  were  the  best 
informer  a teacher  ever  had.  You 
know  Red,  your  record  of  turning 
in  other  kiddies  has  never  been 
equaled. 

Red:  (embarrassed)  Aw... 

Frump:  And  Red  was  more  than 
just  a stoolie.  Remember  the  little 
boy,  Tubby,  who  used  to  chew  his 
nails? 

Red:  Good  old  Tubby. 

Frump:  And  remember  how  you 
kicked  his  teeth  out  so  he  couldn’t 
chew  them  any  more? 

Red:  Poor  old  Tubby. 

Ann:  Isn’t  this  wonderful?  Here’s  a 
man  with  a heart  as  big  as  his 
body.  But  there  are  others  to  be 
heard  from,  Mr.  Frump,  so  get  the 
hell  off  the  stage. 

Red:  Mr.  Frump,  se  my  Dick  Tracy 
wrist  radio? 

Frump:  That’s  nice  Red  . . . out  of 
my  face  Red  . . . out  of  my  face. 

Ann:  (helping  Red  to  chair)  Haha, 
just  sit  here  Red,  and  guess  this 
voice. 

Voice:  Hi  Red. 

Red:  Leapin  Lizards!  It’s  Chief 
O’Reilly! 

Ann:  Come  in  Chief  O’Rielly. 

Red:  (embracing  Chief)  Chief! 

Chief:  Oh  Red,  you  were  the  best 
patrolman  a Chief  could  ask  for. 
No  one  could  bring  in  the  revenue 
like  you  could. 

Red:  Aw  . . . 

Chief:  Red,  remember  that  little  old 
lady  you  tripped  before  she  could 
put  another  nickel  in  the  meter? 

Red:  Haha! 

Chief:  And  the  time  you  turned  your 
grandfather  in  when  he  asked  you 
to  take  care  of  a ticket  for  him? 

Red:  Heehee. 

Ann:  Yes  Red,  you  and  Chief 
O’Reilly  will  have  a lot  to  talk 
about  at  the  party  later  this  even- 
ing. But  right  now  . . . 

Red:  Chief,  look! 


Chief:  Golly,  it's  a Dick  Tracy  wrist 
radio! 

Red:  The  very  same. 

Chief:  Where’d  you  get  it? 

Ann:  Red  . . . 

Red:  Santy  Claus. 

Chief:  Whillikers,  it’s  sure  a dandy. 

Voice:  Hi  Red. 

Red:  (pauses)  No,  that  couldn't  be 
...  say  ’nyet’. 

Voice:  Nyet! 

Red:  It  is!  It's  Igor  Roskolnikov, 
my  old  torture  instructor ! 

Igor:  Redski!  (they  embrace)  You 
were  the  best  pupil  1 ever  had!  You 
learned  everything  and  more!. 

Red:  But  every  time  I heard  some- 
one confess  I thought  of  you.  And 
they  did  confess  Igor,  they  always 
confessed!  HAHA,  DID  THEY 
EVER  CONFESS! 

Ann:  Red  . . . 

Red:  HAHA  HA! 

Ann:  Red  . . . 

Red:  HAHAhaha  . . .yes? 

Ann:  What’s  this? 

Sound:  brrr  brrr 

Red:  Ho!  It's  my  police  whistle!  I 
blow  twice  before  I shoot!  They 
never  get  time  to  give  up! 

Ann:  And  this? 

Sound:  woof  woof! 

Red:  It’s  my  police  dog! 

Ann:  And  now,  we  have  something 
new  to  add  to  your  collection,  look 
there ! 

Red:  It’s  an  electric  chair!  For  me? 

Ann:  All  yours. 

Red:  Oh  goshes,  thanks  fellars,  my 
very  own  seat! 

Ann:  10,000  volts. 

Red:  Whillikers,  it’s  one  of  those 
new  souped-up  jobs!  I’ve  got  to 
see  it  closely!  (rushes  over  and 
sits  in  chair)  Oh  boy!  You  put 
your  hands  here,  and  legs  here  . . . 

Ann:  Careful,  Red  . . 

Red:  And  this  must  be  the  switch! 

Ann:  No  Red,  no  . . .NO  . . .IT’S. 

Sound:  ZAP  ZAP  BRRRRRRRRRR! 

Ann:  ...connected. 

Charley  Troy,  et  al. 
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Vivacious  and  friendly  is  our 
newest  Ya-Hoo  Queen,  Betty 
Grimm.  Betty  is  a history  major  who 
boasts  a Dean's  List  cumulative,  yet 
has  time  to  be  a cheerleader,  an  ex- 
Scroll,  and  to  portray  Jackie  Dollar 
in  Campus  Varieties.  This  dazzling 
blonde  hails  from  Pennsylvania  and 
resides  at  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma 
while  on  campus. 

Betty  likes  athletics— all  kinds— 
and  has  taught  swimming  and  ten- 
nis during  her  summers.  An  adven- 
turess at  heart,  Betty  loves  to  trav- 
el and  meet  people,  and  she  did 
just  that  this  past  summer  while 
touring  the  Continent.  Curvacious 
and  compelling,  Betty  is  an  ideal 
campus  queen. 


GULF  SERVICE 


An  elderly  man  approached  the 
little  boy  and  asked:  "Tell  me,  young 
man,  do  you  have  a fairy  God- 
father?” 

"No,”  replied  the  little  boy,  "but 
I have  an  uncle  we’re  a little  sus- 
picious of.” 

A student  put  a bottle  of  Scotch  in 
his  pocket.  On  his  way  across  the 
street  he  was  knocked  down  by  an 
automobile.  Picking  himself  up,  he 
started  to  walk  away  when  he  felt 
something  warm  trickling  down  his 
leg. 

"Heavens,”  he  groaned,  "I  hope 
that’s  blood.” 

Everything  was  fine  with  the  arro- 
gant and  jealous  rooster  until  he 
stepped  out  of  the  henhouse  on  Easter 
morning.  He  hurried  from  brightly 
painted  egg  to  brightly  painted  egg 
getting  madder  the  more  eggs  he 
discovered.  He  turned  in  anger, 
dashed  across  the  barnyard,  and  beat 
the  hell  out  of  the  peacock. 


Two  wealthy  industrialists  fell  into 
an  argument  about  whether  the  Rus- 
sians were  really  our  friends.  The  one 
who  maintained  that  they  were  said, 
"Why,  I’ll  bet  I could  ride  a Russian 
ship  to  Russia,  tour  the  country,  and 
return,  and  nothing  at  all  would  hap- 
pen to  me.” 

The  other  called  his  bet,  and  the 
sum  was  set  at  $1,000,000. 

Two  weeks  later,  as  the  Russian 
vessel  left  New  York  Harbor,  the 
ship’s  captain  called  the  American 
from  his  cabin.  ”Ve  haff  cable  for  you 
from  New  York,”  he  snarled,  glaring 
at  the  fellow.  "Read  it!” 

The  American  looked  at  the  tele- 
gram, which  was  signed  by  his  friend. 
"If  you  can’t  shoot  Malenkov,”  it  read, 
"try  for  Molotov.” 

"How  long  do  you  plan  to  teach 
school?”  the  Dean  asked  a pretty 
young  thing  as  he  handed  her  a 
teaching  certificate. 

She  replied  with_  a shy  smile,  "From 
here  to  maternity.” 


A seagull  flew  into  a local  pub  and 
landed  on  the  bar.  "Gimmee  a drink,” 
he  said  "I’m  so  tired  I could  drop.” 
"You  do  and  it’ll  be  the  last  time 
you  ever  come  in  here,”  replied  the 
bartender. 


Dinner  guest:  Will  you  pass  the  nuts, 
Professor? 

Professor  (absent  mindedly).  Yes,  I 
suppose  so,  but  I really  should  flunk 
them. 


The  army  was  camped  next  to  a 
jungle  river,  and  a private  sent  out 
to  get  some  water.  He  soon  returned 
saying,  "Sir,  there  a big  crocodile  in 
the  river,  and  I’m  afraid  to  get  any 
water.” 

"Nonsense,”  replied  the  lieutenant. 
"That  crocodile  is  probably  four  times 
as  scared  of  you  as  you  are  of  him.” 
"Well,  sir,”  replied  the  private,  "If 
that  crocodile  is  only  half  as  scared  of 
me  as  I am  of  him,  that  water  ain’t 
fit  to  drink.” 
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Joe  sat  beside  his  dying  partner 
keeping  the  deathbed  watch.  Suddenly 
the  dying  man  began  to  speak. 

"Joe,”  he  wheezed,  "I’ve  got  a con- 
fession to  make  to  you.  I robbed  the 
firm  of  $100,000,  I sold  the  secret 
formula  to  the  competitors,  and  I 
had  an  affair  with  your  wife.” 

"That’s  okay,  old  man,”  murmured 
Joe.  "I'm  the  guy  who  poisoned  you.” 

"Are  you  afraid  of  the  big  bad 
wolf?” 

"No,  why?” 

"That’s  funny,  the  other  two  pigs 
were.” 

The  baby  was  awakened  from  a 
peaceful  slumber.  Looking  down  at 
his  raiment  he  yelled  over  to  his 


I DOT  IT  AT 

HOUSE  OF  WALSH 


i 


The  Choice 


Magic  moment  beyond  compare  . . . 
o diamond  ring  for  this  love  you 
share.  In  making  this  important 
lifetime  purchase,  you'll  be  wise  to 
choose  a diamond  of  finest  quality 
. . . o perfect  diamond. 

There  is  no  more  expressive 
symbol,  no  greater  assurance  of 
value  thon  a Keepsoke  - — • the  en- 
gagement ring  with  the  perfect 
center  diamond.  Only  o gem  of  this 
flawless  quality,  fine  color  and  ex- 
pert cut  con  reflect  full  diamond 
fire  ond  brilliance.  To  help  you 
choose  with  confidence,  the  Keep- 
soke Certificate  presented  with  your 


A.  H.  POND  CO.,  INC. Producers  of 


of  a Lifetime 

ring  guarantees  perfect  quality  (or 
replacement  assured)  . Keepsake 
also  registers  your  ring  perma- 
nently, assuring  lifetime  trade-in 
privilege  and  protection  against  loss 
of  the  diomonds  for  one  year. 

Why  risk  an  unwise  choice  when 
the  Keepsake  Guarantee  gives  you 
all  the  facts.  Look  in  the  ring  and 
on  the  tag  for  the  nome  "Keep- 
sake," the  diamond  ring  you  will 
wear  with  pride  forever.  Mony 
beautiful  styles  from  $100  to 
$10,000 — at  authorized  Keepsoke 
Jewelers  only. 

Keepsoke  and  Storfire  Diamond  Rings 


JULIET  Ring  575.00 

Also  5500  to  2475 
Wedding  Ring  175.00 

ROLAND  Ring  400.00 

Wedding  Ring  125.00 

BAXTER  Ring  225.00 

Also  SI  00  to  750 
Wedding  Ring  20.00 

HAYDEN  Ring  125.00 

Wedding  Ring  42.50 

All  rings  ovoilcble  either 
natural  or  white  gold.  Prices 
include  Federal  Tax  Rings 
enlarged  to  show  derails. 

® Trade-mark  registered. 


Dating  is  really  fun  . . . when  you  know 

I THE  ART  OF  DATING 
by  Dr.  Evelyn  Millis  Duvall 

An  expert  guide  to  hoppy,  successful  doting  to 
moke  your  teens  the  best  years  of  your  life 
This  fact -f  i I led  book  is  written  by  Dr.  Evelyn 
Millis  Duvall,  famous  author  ond  counselor. 
REGULARLY  $2.50  ir.  hard  cover,  this  book  is 
yours  in  the  exclusive  Keepsoke  edition  for 
ONLY  50£  AND  THIS  COUPON  AT  ANY 
. KEEPSAKE  JEWELER'S  STORE.  If  dealer  is  not 
I iisted  in  yellow  pages,  write  to  Keepsake  Dia- 
mond "Rings,  Syracuse  2,  N.  Y.„  for  his  nome. 
I DO  NOT  SEND  MONEY,  PLEASE. 
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YOU  GET  A LOT  TO  LIKE 


A new  idea  in  smoking! 


* menthol 
fresh 

Salem  brings  a wholly  new 
quality  to  smoking.  ..Spring- 
time-softness in  every  puff. 
Salem  refreshes  your  taste 
the  way  a Spring  morning 
refreshes  you. 


* rich  tobacco 
taste 

Smoking  was  never  like  this 
before!  You  taste  that  rich 
tobacco. ..then,  surprise!... 
there’s  an  unexpected  soft- 
ness that  gives  smoking  n ew 
comfort  and  ease. 


* modern  filter, 
too 

Through  Salem’s  pure-white, 
modern  filter  flows  the  fresh- 
est taste  in  cigarettes.  You 
smoke  refreshed,  pack  after 
pack,  when  you  buy  Salems 
by  the  carton. 
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Created  by  R J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


